
The T r Age Tie of Hamlet 

tifulllacke of wit, together, with mod weake hams, all which Hr 
though Imoft powerfully and potentliebelieue, yet I hold it not 
honefly to haue it thus fee downe, for your felfe fir fliall groweold 
as I am riflike a Crab you could goebackwaid. 

Tol. Though this be mid nefl'e, yet there is method in’t , will you 
vvalke our of the ayre rify Lord ? 

Ham. Into my gratie. 

VuL Indeede tint’s out of theayrejhotv pregnant fometimes 
his replies are.a happines that often m'ndneffe hies on, which reafon 
and fanftity could not fo profperoufly be defiiiefed of. I wilileaue 
him and my daughter. My Lord, I will take my leauc of you. 

Bun. You cannot take from meeany thing that I will not more 
willingly part wit hall : except my life , except my life, except my 
life. Enter Guylderjlern y, and Rbfencraus. 

Pol. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old foo'es. 

Pol. You goe to feeke the Lord Hamlet , there he is. 

J{pf. God faueyou fir. 

Guy!. My honor’d Lord. 
l{of. MymoftdeereLord. 

Ham. My extent good friends, how dooft thou Guyldcrflcrnc ? 

A Psfencraus, good lads how doeyou both s’ 

Rof. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guy!. Happy, in that we are not euer happy on Fortunes lap* 
We are not the very button. 

H-m. Nor the foies of her fiiooe. , : 

l{of. Neither my Lord. 

Ham. Then you liue about her waft, or in the. middfc of Iierfa- 
G«j/. Faith her priuateswei : (uors. 

Ham. In the fecret parts of Fortune, oh mod true,flie is a flrumpet, 
What newes t 

Ppf. None my Lord, but the worlds grownehoneft. 

Ham. Then is Doomes day neere, but your nevves is not true? 
But in the beaten way of friendship, .what make you at Elfonoml 
fyf. Tovifityoumy Lord,nootheroccafion. 

Ham. Begger that I am, I am euer pooreintbankes,butIthanU 
you, andfure deare friends, my chankes are too deare a halfpeny: 
Were you not fent for ? is it your owneioclining ? is it a free vifitati 
on ? come, come, deale iuftly with me, come, come, nay fpeake. 
Guy. What fhould we fay my Lord ? 
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Prince of Denmark?. 
fent for you. . 

me whether you were fent for or no. 

S£ I&« fo min my anticipation patten. your 

Jifrnneiv and your fecrecietotheKing & Queene moult no fea- 
ffer, I haue of late , but wherefore I knowe not, loft all ™y ml “ h » 
for® on all cuftome of exercifes: and indeede it goes .o heaudy with 
my difpofition, that this goodly frame the earth , feemes to mee a 
flerill promontorie , this meft excellent Canopie the ayi » 
you, this braneorehanging firmament, this maiefticall roofeffet- 
ted with golden fire , why itappeareth nothing to niebut afoule 

andtpeftilent congregation of vapoures. VVhatpeece ofworkeisa 

ma/, how noble in reafon, how infinit in faculties , in forme and 
moouing, howexpreffe and admirable in aftion, how like an n- 
gell in apprehenfion,how like a God : ihebeautie of t lac won Jti 
paragon of Annimales? and yet to me, what is this Qumrefience ot 
duft : man delights not me , nor women neither , tnough y ) our 
Smiling, you feeme to fay fo. 

Eof. My Lord, there was no fuch fhiffein my thoughts. 

Ham. Why did yee laugh then, when I favd man delights notme. 
1 \of. To thinke my Lord lfyou delight not in man, what Lemon 
entertainment the players fliall receaue from you , we coted them 
on the way, and hether are they commmg to offer you feruice. 

Ham. Hethatplayes the King ihal be welcome,his Maieflit flial 
haue tribute on me, the aduenterous Knight fliall vfe his fo) le and 
target, the Loucr fliall not figh gratis, the humorus Man fliall end 
his part in peace, and the Lady fhall fay her niinde freely : or the 
black verfe fliall haultfor’t. What players are they? 

J \pf. Euen thofe you were wont to take fuch deligi 
diansoftheCiny. 


gilt in,theTrage* 




Bam. 
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